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me. You know that the one asset I can carry to a new
publisher is Barleycorn. Let go the few dollars profit and
let me go out from you not entirely naked." When the
Century Company does not reply, he sends one last desperate
telegram: "I can understand anger in any man, but sullen-
ness is so abysmally primitive, so like the balky stupid horse,
that I cannot comprehend such an attitude on the part of
men who claim to be modern and fairly civilised."

When Century finally refused to give up John Barleycorn
he wrote, " I have been whipped too many times in my life
to hold grudges or bad feeling on account of my being
whipped," and co-operated with them fully. However, after
John Barleycorn was released he went back to Macmillan and
ventured forth no more. He admitted to Brett that he had
been something of a brute, himself, in trying to get clear
of the Century contract.

During the summer of 1913 he and Charmian spent
happy weeks visiting the Sterlings in Carmel, swimming in
the surf and sun-bathing on the sand, hunting for abalones
and eating abalone steaks cooked over a wood fire on the
beach, adding a myriad of verses to the humorous poem for
which Sterling, ironically enough, is best remembered:

Oh! Some folks boast of quail on toast.

Because they think it's tony;
But I'm content to owe my rent

And live on abalone.

On his Beauty Ranch in the cool of the early morning he
continued work on his series of long novels, writing The
Mutiny on the Elsinore, which Cosmopolitan serialised under
the title of The Sea Gangsters. The half of the book that
contains the straight line of action is well done, particularly
the sea material for which he had been called the American
Conrad; the other half, in which the main character talks
about the action, is poorly done and injures the book so
severely that The Mutiny on the Elsinore died a deserved death,

In the afternoons he rode the trails along the fertile fields